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of our most carefully tended nurseries. Anemones of
every hue from bright scarlet, purple and blue, to white
and even yellow; cyclamens; hollyhocks; tall, four and
five foot, stocks of lupins, lupins of a glory such as I,
had never seen in our Dorset cottage gardens; in the
marshy places gorgeous blue iris studded the grass;
humbler daisies and great shining, golden king-cups;
beside the numerous springs and rivulets stood tall
oleanders as fine as those which grow in the sheltered
combe of Abbotsbury on the Chesil Bank. Truly it
was good to be alive on that lovely morning in Pales-
tine.
These mountain-folk, many of whom are Christians
of ancient, forgotten, Apostolic Churches, are very
industrious and careful farmers. Their fields were a
pattern that could not have been excelled; I have seen
far worse in my own West Country. Here they had
carefully tended every little space of shallow earth,
every soil-pocket between the rocks, whilst the fields
of alluvial soil in the valley bottoms shone rich and
green with the coming crops. What these hard-working
folk could do with a land like mine! If they were
farming Dorset you would not see our fair county one
waste of pasture as it is to-day!
Our Bible has little to say of this beautiful mountain
country. It was outside the field of interest of the
old scribes, but now that I have seen the whole of
Palestine, and the places where the great scenes of
History happened, it is to Galilee, and this fine morn-
ing in Spring, that my mind returns with the kindliest
of recollection.
I was more than glad that I was supposed to be an